[75]
" You had better realise," the bookbinder warned him, "that there can be no question for a moment of your playing a trick on me. You may say to yourself that once you get out of here . . . Yes. . . . But suppose that this evening you don't turn up at the meeting-place, eh ? And suppose I insist on finding you again? I have an idea that I could provide a description of you which would not be far wrong, and some other details into the bargain."
The man suddenly looked fierce.
" Don't you look at me like that," said Quinette, " unless you want me to call for help. ... I have neighbours on both sides."
The other relapsed into his distressed humility. He asked, in a very low voice :
" Do you belong to the police ? "
" I ? What an idea ! I'm a bookbinder. I bind books. You might have seen them in my shop.,.. Police, indeed ! "
" This meeting you're talking about - it's not to have me nabbed ? "
" What's to prevent me from doing that now ? "
" You're alone.    You might be afraid."
" Oh, the police are bound to have ways of making sure of a clumsy fellow who falls into their hands. No, that's not my business. Don't be afraid/'
•" Then why do you want to see me again ? "
" Because you interest me, and I want to have a quiet talk with you. It's impossible, just now, isn't it ? You're too much upset. Besides, I don't want you to stay here for ever. Have you thought about the risk I'm running ? Eh ? You owe me a certain amount of gratitude."
The other reflected ; then, still in a low voice, he asked t
" Wouldn't you rather have money instead ? "
" No, thanks. It's nice of you to suggest it; but no; I'm quite disinterested in this business. That's something that surprises you, isn't it ? I'll even say this -1 ask nothing but to do you another service. On condition that I don't get myself into trouble, of course."
His voice hardened.

